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Fun Week by Week. Saturday.—Went for a trial steam in the new London, Brighton, 
By tHe Party ON THE Spot. and South Coast packet-boat, the Arundel. Very comf’y, and a 
nice lunch. Took the Khedive to call on the Duke of York, the 


Wednesday.—Had another try to get into the Wallace Gallery — Duke of Cambridge, and the Turkish Ambassador, then rushed off 
afternoon this time. No success. Only half the door open, with to Norwich to help the Prince and Princess open the Jenny Lind 
stout policeman in the way. Couldn é le¢ us in because not enough Infirmary. Saw the Archduke safely married to the charming 
people to take our umbergamps! Isn’t it about time the ren iene Sophie (long life to them!). Helped Princess Christian put one of 
told this collection belongs to us, and not to the officials ‘ those fashionable Victoria Jubilee wings on Croydon Hospital. 

OUT ON THEM. Got the Fire Brigade display on Clapham Common well started, 
Will red tape and bumbledom never expire ? and backed up the Life Saving Society’s Show at Highgate Ponds 
Or remember who pays them their salary ? with my noble presence. 
Pray who are the owners, I beg to inquire, LESSONS. 


Of the newly-devised Wallace Gallery ? 
The Public, I take it, if I’m any judge, 

Let officials obstruct them and bother ’um ; 
Come—let’s have an end of this folly and fudge 

Or we'll pack all them bounders to—Rotherham ! 


By Afric’s kopjes, drifts, and fords, 
In fever-laden Ashanti, 
Amid the grim, fanatic hordes 
Of savage Tartar and Chinee, 
The Briton learns to do his part— 


Took the Duke of York down to Charing Cross to receive the : 
Khedive. Helped H.R.H. the Prince of Wales to open the Electric T 7 “ epg whe cope . the: - Bonds 
Railway. Mournfully assisted at the “‘maiméd rites’’ of Oxford “Of ¢ vi ° tite of Hi oer P 7 
Commemoration, and dined in the Hotel Cecil Grand Hall with waren amy @ ee See. 
the Institute of Mechanical Engineers. Monday.—-Went and helped to lay the foundation stone of the 
Th aeiid i RH. Passmore Edwards Hall in Clare Market. Accompanied ‘ Marie 
en ere ae re eee, Ob ERAS, 8 thon went Corelli’’ to a temperance bazaar at Dudley Castle. It rained hard, 


down to Windsor. Made off to Vienna to support the Archduke 
while he took an historical oath (a very high-class, royal kind of 
swear) in the Secret Council Chamber. Back to the Botanic 
Gardens for the Ladies’ Kennel Association Show—very big show 
this time in consequence of ladies interested in cats, cage-birds, and 


and became a very appropriate ‘‘ water party.”’ Went up in Count 
Zeppelin’s balloon—running concern, but not unsuccessful by any 
means. Dined with the Khedive at H.R.H.’s, then to the State 
Concert at Buckingham Palace, 


poultry having “‘chummed in”—didn’t bring their pets within Tuesday.—Took the Khedive into the City, and gave him a good 
range of the bow-wows, however! Passed the afternoon among time at the Mansion House. Took the American Civil Engineers 
some splendid pictures at 168, New Bond Street (exhibited for the “down to Windsor to see the Queen.” 
War Fund), and dined with Lord Wolseley and Volunteer officers 
at Hotel Cecil. AN EXCHANGE OF CIVILITIES. 
Friday.—Brought the Khedive back from Windsor all over new Of engineers a corps appears, 
orders—delighted with Her Most Gracious (God bless her !), and And (acting on instructions) 
then joined H.R.H.’s ‘men’s party” at Sandringham. Lunched | A contingent to Windsor went, 
S 4 co mg House with the National Dictionary of Biography. And some had introductions. 
pent along time at the Hanover Gallery with Millet’s pictures. It ‘ P 
, ; “oe was so nice—no formal ice— 
A-a-ah ! sorely 10s ee mee: RUS wane (this is very cheering) _ 
-AIR. s not transpired that it required 
It or jer be ioe yet awhile— Much (civil) engineering. 
ot altogether—will it ? : . 
1) vi Went off with Lady Randolph Churchill and boarded the Maine 
That one will rise who ween ie off the Isle of Wight—much to our satisfaction. Later on Bp 
: : j down to Henley and saw everything in order for to-morrow. eet- 
sponte bby a aes boat y ing will be rather shorn of its glories, I fear, but that has its 
. advantages, too. 


Yet wide through Art this Millet seed Tam SPoTTER. 


Is scattered. 





























Noricze.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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Tommy’s Thanks. 


(From the men in the ranks to Lord 
Roberts of Kandahar and Pretoria.] 


A Duke the Queen’ll make yer, ‘‘ Bobs,” 
On t’other side the foam, 

With flags, an’ drums, an’ shoutin’ mobs, 

| They'll make yer welcome home ; 

| They’ll cheer yer till yer hardly knows 

| The Strand from Modder Banks; 

They’ll stand yer treat to all the shows, 
But that ain’t Tommy’s thanks! 


In London they’re a-goin’ to raise 
A monnyment to you, 

An’ if they smother yer with praise 
It’s but yer rightfuldue; 

| Us chaps wot heard Old England’s call 

| An’ joined the Khaki ranks, 

| | We know yer worth, “ Bobs,”’ best of all— 
Though we’ve no costly thanks! 


But, when the buntin’s laid aside, 
An’ cheers have died away, 

| With cheeks that flush with love an’ 

| pride, 

| ‘‘ Our ‘ Bobs’ ”’ we still can say. 

An’ maybe, “ Bobs,” you'll not forget 
The men who fill the ranks— 

We’ve nothink else to pay our debt, 

So take our hearts for thanks! 


M. J. FARRAH. 
































The Empress Dowager. 


THE Empress Dowager has fled, 
But winks her almond eye, 

For, although she may be an a(u)nt, 
She certainly is “ fly.” 











Pretoria. 


(The fall of Pretoria was celebrated by 
a party of Englismen in the city of 
Mexico with a dinner, the menu of 
which comprised such dishes as ‘‘ Pretoria 
quails on toast.”’] 


PRETORIA quail-ed when we neared it, 
Despite old Kruger’s boast, 

For Boers with any sense at all 

e Knew we had it ‘on toast!” 























Soldiers. 

[The British toy soldier ‘ made in 
Germany” is threatened with extinc- 
tion; home-made leaden soldiers are now 
turned out at a cheaper rate. ] 


THis doesn’t bring me much joy, 
I don’t care a hang for a toy; 
VICE-VERSA. | Germany can still go ahead 
. ne fim | Making tiny soldiers of lead; 

st e life—I think of writing a book and calling it ‘Men | But the real soldiers, who are fed and 
: | paid, 
ecomiend, * Things You’ve Known and Men You’ve Done’!” | —_, be genuine—that is, British- 
made. 

















Order Out of Chaos. 


And to feed a great army, with foes all around, 
Many thousand miles distant from front to main base, 


(SouTH ArRICAN CAMPAIGN. i i i 
| Yaa. | ( CAMPAIC ay With a single-track railway, oft wreck’d, for their route, 
Now the National tension had greatly increased, Bearing tons of supplies every day to their place. 
‘s When the ry Seek ea ea of transport was known, Th ti iem hed whol 
b* © realised then, for the very first time, © Cnire army system had wholly collapsed ; 
ppalling deadlock which had rapidly grown. | P Our great Chiefs see the chaos complete when they land ; 
So veteran Lord Roberts, with Chief of his Staff, | + Open, teas age Ppt Sgn ye! 


1. ‘ Ix, rs ’ ° ~ 
fo South Afric set forth a great problem to solve; By Lord Kitchener’s famed, organising, firm hand. 


ost stupendous the task to achieve they then face, 
With dark Chaos to grapple and Order evolve. 


say eg ore note our sea-carrying power: 
- Jur swi ransport ~ , : 
Since the Empire depended on the fee O a die ee Pp of troops that no record can beat; 
gf st gir: I ; em to effect ur refor m’d “supply system’s astounding success. 
lgainbic ni v plan, ne'er at tempted before, Ye wise generals |! Deep thanks we now lay at your feet. 


} } 
icVeiop a ** tral roops 


J. H. OAKLEY. 
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The Only Explanation. 


[**Smoking is a violation of the 
sacredness of the body.’’—Speaker at 
Y.M.C.A. Conference. } 


WHEREIN doth smoking violate 
The body’s boasted sacredness ? 
Egad, sir! Goodness only knows, 
But let us state the thing at guess. 


Is it that smoke inhaled with air 
Fulfils this desecration vile? 

If so, then firemen, stokers, cooks, 
Are sent down with a pitying smile. 


Is it that drugs to rouse or soothe 
Profane the sacred fleshly shrine ? 

Then all mankind’s beyond the pale 
With “ pick-me-up ” and anodyne. 


Is it that smoking kills the soul 
In some mysterious occult way, 
And pushes man to sin and death 
Beneath its all-compelling sway ? 


Not so. But here the answer lies: 
The fierce tobacco-phobic man 
Tried one cigar, was deadly sick, 
But lived his stomach’s foe to ban. 














From Ladysmith to 
Tientsin. 

{The identical gun-carriage invented 
by Captain Percy Scott to take H.M.S. 
Terrible’s great gun to Ladysmith was 
used again to take it to Tientsin, where 
it silenced General Nieh’s big Krupp 
gun at the fourth shot.] 


To Scott—clever “‘ son of a gun’”’! 
We admiringly say ‘‘ Well done! ”’ 
For ’tis to his inventive brain 
The gun to Tientsin was ta’en, 


And soon showed the ‘“ Heathen 
Chinee ”’ 

His Krupp would not get off ‘* Scot(t) 
free ’’! 





——— _ 





Hush! a Bye-Law. 


WHEN you've stilled the wand’ring 
hawker’s raucous voice 
By plastering a bye-law on his mouth; 
When you’ve robbed the giddy newsboy 
of his joys 
What time he cries the latest from the 
South ; 
When you’ve stopped the fiendish 
yelling 
Of vendors that are selling 
Their goods by loudly telling 
How awfully superior they are ; 
When railway whistles seldom 
Anticipate pure Helldom, 
That is when law has quelled ’em 
And hushed them into silence near 
and far; 


When you've cut the strolling minstrel’s 
Weary song 
By whispering the bye-law in his ear ; 
When you've stilled that vocal scourge 
that halts along 
On Sunday afternoons to earn his beer : 
When, lastly, the cornopean 
No more drones its slow pean, 
Tho’ that’s perhaps Utopian, 
As someone somewhere sings in lilting 
Staves ; 
When silence thus comes in, still 
The accidental pin will 
Fall with frightful din till 
It wakes illegal echoes from their 
graves, 
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ROUGH WORK. 


First Officer.—* You’ve commandeered some fine togs, old chap.” 


Second Officer.—‘‘ Yes ; 
nowhere in particular! ”’ 


they fit like a sentry-box, cover me all over, and touch me 
,’ ’ 





A Day Out. 


TAKE a mite from out the gutter, 

Give her cake and bread and butter— 
Let her run about and play, 

Take her from the noise and bustle, 

Let her hear the green leaves rustle, 
If it’s only for a day. 


Life to her is dull and dreary, 
Every minute just as weary, 

How can she be blithe and gay ? 
What of the singing birds knows she, 
Or sweet fresh grass? If she could see, 

I wonder what she would say ? 


Away from all that’s bright and fair, 
She knows not of the scented air— 
Of summer’s cooling breezes— 
Take her away to know and see 
Just for a day, and let her be 
And do just what she pleases, 


Far away from the noise and din, 
Into her life let sunshine in, 
For sunshine brings in laughter 
And when the happy hours 
passed, 
The memory of the day shall last 
To light the darkness after. 


H. LEAS-JONES. 


have 





Honest. 
THE pavement artist shows his wares 
Of blood-red skies and bright blue seas, 
And each one at the legend stares: 
‘With my own hand I painted these.” 


“’Twas you yourself?” a young man 
cries; 
“ And frankly you confess the same ? 
I like a man who never tries 
On someone else to cast the blame.”’ 
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WHITE :— 


H’m ! I think events prove I was right— 
For I kept the Dutch waiting ! 
Though people, in impotent spite, 
Proved black was the same thing ag 
White, 
When they gave me a“ slating ”! 
Still Ikept the Republics at bay, 
In a quiet, but obstinate, way 
That they found rather boring ; 
Yes, I stuck to my post till the last, 
And now that all danger is past, 
Well, Old England is scoring. 
I kept the prize out of their clutch, 
Though derided and smitten ; 
But I fancy they didn’t scare much, 
And at last the impertinent Dutch 
Must give way to the Briton ! 
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BADEN-POWELL :— 


Yes! I think we shall run up a score, 
Before we have finished. 

We shall teach the too truculent Boer 

| That we still,as of old, go to war 

| With delight undiminished, 

As our fathers fought well long ago, 

In the days of the spear and the bow, 
So, to-day, we go fighting— 

And wrongs we shall certainly right, 

So long as a Briton can fight— 
All wrong-doing requiting. 

What we have we still mean to hold! 
What we want, let us take it! 

For brave hearts are stronger than gold, 

And when the top score has been told, 
It is we that shall make it ! 

















| “ Boss ” :— 


H’m! “Strategy ’’ puzzles them most— 
And the prize it will capture! 

It baffles an ignorant host ; 

However they bluff and they boast - 
They don’t greet it with rapture. 

Top score we are certain to make ; 

The Queen’s Prizeit’s for Britain to take; 
Kruger and Steyn will be out of it! : 

With insolent psalm-singing din, et 

You fancied (just fancy!) you’d win— pe 
7 you lose, sirs, oh never a doubt ee 

of it, 

The Boer with the Briton compete? es 
Why it’s really too funny! 4 

At Majuba you happened to beat— 4 

Well, revenge is decidedly sweet, 


NAVWY'S HUMOUR. o Aye, sweeter than honey. 


Ist British Workman.—* Admiral Seymour seems ter be in a ot place aht at Tientsin.”’ CHINA :— 


) 4 sé . ’ , , 7 ¢ mek 9 . . 
’ _ and B.W.- ; Don t you worry abart ‘im, cocky. The bloomin’ Chinese ’1l Seymour (see more) 
of ‘im than they'll like before ’e’s done wiv em.” 
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Me fancy me likee the game, 
Me makee top scoree ! 
| Me getee there justee the same— 
| The whiteeman teachee me aim, 
; ; - | remain sos | So I playee the Boeree. 
Bisley—China to Fire. 4 So come along whiteeman now, 
on: Your Psalms haven’t done us much good; Me teach llee I 
KRUGER :— Oh, that goes without saying! China pat et while ye one mocks 
Tux Psalms are a bit out of date You = told and believed that they her ! 6 y 
For a statesman to carol-- would ; But Chi j 
I've been most unlucky of late, | And that’s why on your merits you stood, And Chinstaes satan on tal 
And my gun's in a deuce of a state, | With much asinine braying! And Johnnee first chop as a Boxer! 
Rotten—lock, stock, and barrel! Still your rifle, as you ought to know, So comee long whiteem P 
And I fancy your rifle, dear Steyn From the first, simply wrecked the What Chinam d re 
In it’s way is as useless as mine— whole show, Are you little “ Bob 3 > C it be ? 
Though small birds it might scatter— ‘Twas so battered and rusty | Ah, no, you won’t h te vith 
To think it would win the Queen’s Prize And besides, sir, to go to the root No gnc ada pe e Wi fgal 
wh 7 . a0) 7 a exceeding unwise, se gin por Roy pie sary shoot | ret 
ye, d mad as a hatter! ha, F get crusty —————— 
wy tahoe tricks my our jobs W - — - the — renee success The Rain 
d our War Councils jolly— € moment we started ; ‘ 
To imagine irregular mobs ~ We have been in the deuce of a mess Simki i 
; ¢ — imkins.—* I’m shall 
Could tackle a gunner like “ Bobs” And your “friends,” as they watched have De Wet over in esta adsieedoen.” 


Was ridiculous folly our distress 
y: we : Timkins.—* ve re 
Seemed quite gay and light-hearted ' cupivay | ng We ve had de wet he 
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BISLEY. 


CHINA TO FIRE. 





(Yor Cartoon Verses, see page 12.) 




















a 


ae, 














wr FUN. 


JULY 10, 1900, 





oo 
——=—=—=—=—==, 

















Ts ——— — 


The “Fun” Club. 
FOURTH MEETING. 


Tux Club was thronged, there was positively no doubt about that ; 
there wasn’t enough room to “ standa drink ” in, and as for “ laying 
down the law” it was quite out of the question. All one coul do 
was to stand on one’s dignity, or sit on one’s opponents, and wait for 
better times. The public simply romped in. The classes were 
there, so were the masses. The horny hand of toil grasped the light 
fingers of un erned increment. Royal Academicians and artists 
were thrown together; popular novelists rubbed shoulders with 
persons engaged in literary pursuits; and chaos came again. All 
the political parties were present, and Fun, to do them appropriate 
honour, wore his parti-coloured suit, with bells on it to ring the 
changes of opinion. The decorations, principally in gold and 
silver, had been carried out, surreptitiously, by a well-known 
artist, assisted by a professional humourist equally well-known— 
to the police. A fountain of whiskey played catch-me-who- 
catch-me-can in the conservatory, while the flower of Metro- 
politan journalism hung in graceful festoons round the basin 
into which it played. Mr. Kensit dropped in during the evening, 
and was hurriedly fished out by Sir Wilfrid Lawson with the 
robust humour of a penny gaff. Lord Lansdowne came attended 
by the wits of the War Office, who jumped on tables of statistics to 
the delight of all beholders, William Allan talked Naval Con- 
struction in his usual Terrible manner to all whom he could get to 
listen to him, Sir Ellis Ashmead Bartlett and Mr. Burdett-Coutts 
talked patrictism to the Bishop of Hereford and Mr. Cronwright 
Schreiner. Outside a beautiful English summer raged violently. 
Waterspouts roamed up and down Fleet Street under the impression 
that Exeter Hall wasi n that thoroughfare. Hailstones as big as 
chestnuts rattled against the windows of Editorial Sanctums. 
Snow fell from time to time; while a biting East wind lashed the 
heat waves mountains high. The lightning was exceptionally 
brilliant, and was loudly applauded by stentorian claps of thunder. 

jut above and beyond the roar of the elements could be heard the 
voices of angry politicians vociferously arguing. 

“And I say I didn’t!’ yelled Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman. 

“And | repeat that you did!” screamed Mr. Joseph 
Chamberlain. 

‘You dare to say that J reduced the army during my tenure of 
office ?”’ shrieked the Liberal Leader. : 

* Certainly !’’ snapped the Colonial Secretary, ‘“ What about 
the Duke of Cambridge ? ”’ 

“ Good Heavens,” snarled Sir Henry, ‘ you don’t call that 
reducing the army ?”’ 

“ \What should I call it?” asked the Imperial Federator. “ You 
get rid of a Duke, a Royal Duke, who I’in sure would be an 
ornament to any army, and 

“Ah,” said Lord Rosebery, “quarrelling again! You two 
fellow s will never be happy till you are both Liberal lmperialists. 
Capital title that for a party, don’t you think so, Chamberlain ? ” 

“No, my lord, | don't think so. I look upon it as rank piracy,” 
said the real and only genuine Imperialist. ‘ 
wn, talking of piracy,” said Mr. Alfred Austin, “the revival of 
he Pirates at the Savoy has suggested to me the idea of adding Py 
Verse f{ th Major General Ss songs something after this stvle. I 
call it b 

“THE Monet Masor-Grenerat. 
‘(With apologies to Mr. W. S. Gilbert.) 
In ever) kind of martial ware he’s done a bit of traflicking— 
Ho's cheerful in adversity (just ask the men of Mafeking), — 
os pt adie ™ as for g ) od ar never will resign a mite; 
Pest ay Ss want targets, well, he sends them out some 


*é 


And though around on every side his enemies were numerous 
Po a that a British siege is ‘lingering, but humorous r 
And when they catch him tripping for his they’ a 
n tripping for his feet they’d go ; ] 
be yd go and lay a 
He used to poke his fun at them—and sometimes with a bayonet | 
“ CHORUS, 
“< 2, " vy l’s nevercan f 
Rae oprah owe ll's nevercaught, he knowsthe way to scout about : 
: < lis strategic genius there's not the slightest doubt about : 
- ac t, the Bh itish Army, both the officers and men, are all 
eclaring him the model for the coming Major-General !”” 
(Not aki ” : . : . ' 
a ah ha all bad, uid Mr. Chamberlain ; “and, by-the-bye 
esenty YOU Mgt do an Ode on Imperial Federation. You needn’t 


«“ Want to see which way the aga blows ? ee: ” said Lord 
, strolling away in search of more congenial company. 
Berra, ops ea cried Sir William Harcourt, “I wouldn’t 
be seen talking to Rosebery, if I were you. A dangerous man, a 
very unprincipled young man. Why, if it hadn’t been for him, I 
should have been——” Here the great Statesman whispered in his 
er’s ear. 

tet vould you, indeed?” cried Sir Henry, pretending to look 
surprised. “Lor! No wonder you hate the very sight of him!” 

“Oh, it’s not that! You mustn’t think that!” hurriedly 
exclaimed the West Monmouth Boanerges. ‘It’s his principle 
I dislike. He laughs at the most sacred things, youknow. Tem- 
perance and the Nonconformist conscience. Think of that! Why, 
take away the Nonconformist conscience, and—where are we?”’ 

“But this South African hospital scandal should do us good,” 
said Sir Henry. ‘I was delighted when I heard how the poor 


fellows were suffering.” : 
“ So was I,’’ said Sir William. ‘‘ We must make a lotof it at the 


polls. I’m afraid it’s exaggerated.” See 
“TI hope not,” replied Sir Henry, “ but even if it is contradicted, 


we needn’t mention it, need we?”’ 
“Of course not!” said Sir William. ‘‘ Hospital seandal and 
anti-ritualism ought to do the Tories a lot of damage.” 
‘You think anti-ritualism a good idea ?”’ queried Sir Henry. 
‘Of course I do !’’ shouted Sir William. ‘‘ Why, it was my idea!” 
‘So it was,” apologised Sir Henry. ‘‘ I forgot!” 
‘Yes, it was my idea,’’ continued Sir William, ‘‘I have jotted it 
down roughly in verse. I call it :— 
‘A PROTESTANT PROTEST. 
‘ Aye with the ‘ cope’ I mean to cope ; 
Of the ‘ censer ’ I’ll be censor ! 
I mean to pay Paul, if I make a haul, 
With a few of ‘ Peter’s pence,’ sir! 
I’ll have no ‘ Temple’ for our Pope— 
’T would give our foes a handle— 
For to Kensit bold I intend to hold 
A kind of a Roman a candle! ” 











“<r step this way, I might give you a hint or two!” 
“*Uurious fel] P  ensa * ' 
ae _ w, that!'’ said Lord Rosebery to his erstwhile 
colleague ‘You wil ‘a Liberal lali : 
= . be a Lib ral Imperialist, I presume ?” 
» t Teall can { Say, 


» T r) \ ‘ } r , ? j 
Mention my name, you know, unless you'd like to very much Its 
| 
| 


murmured Sir Henry, nervously - oe | 
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UNCONSCIOUS HUMOUR. 
‘‘My brother is in the new draft of C.I.V.’s for the Transvaal, 
you know; but I don’t think they'll be needed a bit now.” 2560" 
“‘ Of course not, because when they do arrive there it ’ll be the 
middle of the winter, and those out there will find it plenty cold 
enough without any more draughts.” 
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“Very good indeed,” said Mr. William Watson, ‘very neatly 

ut. Far superior to anything Austin has done, isn’t it, Morris?” 

“Vastly,” said the Bard of Penrhyn. ‘Austin’s a tremen- 
dously over-rated person. Now, I flatter myself if I——” 

“No doubt,’ said Mr. William Watson hurriedly, ‘no doubt! 
| But talking of Austin. Did you read that description of ‘his 
oe | ‘reading’ at Lord Windsor’s. ‘ Dante’s Realistic Treatment of the 
4 Ideal,’ followed by Professor Gadsby’s choir of twenty female 
voices ?”’ 

“Why don’t you do something like that, Watson?” said Sir 
William Harcourt. ‘Say, ‘Cecil Rhodes’ Financial Treatment of 
the Imperial,’ followed by a Kaffir circus.”’ 

“Or,” said the Liberal Leader, “‘‘ Chamberlain’s Imperial Treat- 
ment of the Financial’, followed by a trumpet solo.” 

‘‘ Well, now you speak of it,’’ said Mr. Watson, ‘‘I had an idea 
of giving a description of Mr. Massingham’s ideal treatment of the 
classical, followed by the Hallelujah Chorus. I made a poetic 
introductory note, which I shall have much pleasure in reading to 


i you :— 

; ‘‘Q Marathon, O Xenophon, Thucidydes, and Troy— 

To chant yur fervid praises Mr. Massingham’s the boy! 

And I’ll tell you how he does it in the hours that lie before us— 
And afterwards I’ll treat you to the Hallelujah Chorus! 





“Oh, Mr. M’s. affection for the classical is such 
That he loves the ancient Grecian as he loves the rebel Dutch ! 
So I’ll read you what he’s said of them, and if the reading 


bore us, 
We will finish up the evening with the Hallelujah Chorus. 


‘‘ For I’m told that many people find a ‘ reading’ very slow, 
And to hear a comic singer they would really rather go! 

Still M. and I are hopeful that you will not quite ignore us, 

If we supplemens the ‘ reading’ with the Hallelujah Chorus.”’ 


‘““H’m!” said Lewis Morris, critically, ‘“‘not bad, but rather 
music-hally, don’t you think ?”’ 
: ‘No, sir, I don’t think so at all,’’ cried the gentleman who 
- might have been Poet Laureate had his party done their duty. 
3 “That was rather a clever bon mét of mine the other evening,”’ 
4 said the Leader of the Liberal Party. 
aa ‘‘ What was that?” said Lord Rosebery. 
ee. “Oh, merely a little thing I said at the Independence Day 
_ |  banquet,’’ muttered the Artillery Reducer; “just a little epigram, 
you know—a poor thing, but mine own!” 
‘¢ Well, let’s have it!” said Mr. Chamberlain. 
“Of course, it isn’t copyright yet, but you are all friends here,” 
whispered Sir Henry, ‘“‘so I don’t mind reading it to you. I 
call it :— 





‘‘ BROTHERLY LOVE. 


** Oh, how we love America, upon the States we doat! 
And how America loves us !—well— bar the Irish vote— 
And Choate is their Ambassador, I’1l have you all to note; 
And, likewise, their Ambassador, we know, is Mr. Choate.” 


“H’m!” said Sir William; ‘‘ where’s the point? I don’t see 
anything in that!”’ 

“No?” replied Sir Henry. ‘ Why, it’s plain enough—-Choate 
and Choate. If the American Ambassador is Choate, then Choate 
must be the American Ambassador! You see it, Chamberlain? ”’ 

‘¢ No, I’m dashed if I do,’’ said the man of the moment, 

“Well, to tell the truth, I didn’t see it myself,” said the 
humourist in a burst of candour, “ but the audience was very 
pleased.” 

“Ah, that was after dinner, I suppose,’ said Mr. Watson, 
‘* after dinner the Anglo-Saxon race will cheer anything.” 

** It seems to me,” said Lord Salisbury, ‘‘ that the Anglo-Saxon 
— have changed their nature, and are prepared to cheer at any 
ime.” 

“ Yes,”’ said Mr. Chamberlian, “ the signs of the times are 
distinctly cheering! However, I shall be glad when the war in 
Africa is over.” 

‘“* So shall I,” said Mr. Alfred Austin. “I thought Kruger and 
Steyn would have been captured long before this. I’ve just knocked 
off a little impromptu, which expresses the general opinion :— 


‘Though infantry and horsemen charge, 
Kruger and Steyn are still at large; 
And though we feel enraptured 
That victory’s beyond all doubt, 
We'd like to hear the newsboys shout : 
‘Special, sir! Botha captured!’”’ 


“Yes, I’m sure I trust before we meet again, the final touches 
will have been given to the Cape constitution,” said Lord Lans- 
downe ; ‘“‘I shall be wanting an army for China before long! ” 





“Ah,” said Mr. Burdett-Coutts, “you've to reckon with me 
before you will be able to rest. I have here a list of facts, each 
verified by an affidavit, to prove that our medical —— ” 

But the company waiting to hear no more, hurried off to supper. 








Puffing Billy’s Triumvirate. 


[Despite Mr. Superintendent Allen’s dictum that a third man on 


railway express engines would “complicate matters,” there is the 
germ of a desirable reform in Mr. Bramwell Booth’s letter to the 
Times. | 
WHILE Bramwell, like his father, aims 
At saving souls sublimely, 
His hint on saving bodies claims 
Much thought, as being timely 
And terse and true! As through the land 
Your hot-foot trains go speeding, 
Their engines, sirs, are UNDERMANNED— 
And the fact is well worth heeding ! 


The trustful Public takes its seat 
Within its cosy carriage ; 
And, thankful that its train is fleet, 
Lets no sour crank disparage 
Its safety. ‘Two good men, in charge 
Of our good engine, shield us 
From every harm . . . and reasons large 
For gratitude they'll yield us! ” 


But while the Public thus consigns 
It’s weal to careful carriers, 

Well knows the writer of these lines 
What risk of casual barriers 

Threatens that weal at every rod ! 
And Bramwell’s no absurd man 

When, for our engines lightning-shod, 
He advocates A THIRD MAN ! 


He Nose Now. 


{Damages amounting to £100 were recovered against the Camber- 
well Vestry for their sanitary inspector having failed to detect a 


faulty sewer underneath the Queen’s Head public-house, Peckham. | 


THIS is a case, 

We.can only suppose, 
Where the s. inspector 

Was not “ led by the nose.” 
For the future, 

It is easy to tell, 
He'll make a note 

With his ‘‘ organ of smell!” 








Our Medical Column. 


Quiverful.—Yes, insomnia is catching. When a baby suffers 


from insomnia the father is almost sure to catch it. 


Liquor Habit.—You say you cannot pass a public-house without 


going intoit. Try going out without any money in your pockets. 


Crippled.—You do not state how you are crippled. If you are 


‘‘ crippled financially ’’ a cure is often very difficult. 


No Appetite.—Go in the workhouse for a month, and we fancy 
that when you come out you will no longer ‘turn up your nose at 


good food,” as you say you now do. 


Booser.—The pimples you mention are commonly called “ grog- 
blossoms ’’; they usually appear on the nose, and bloom all the 
year round when well-nourished with alcoholic stimulant. They 
are generally considered to be an ‘ outward, visible sign”’ of an 


“inward spiritucus disgrace.” 


Bat.—It is sad that your eyesight is failing, especially as you 
say you are so fond of cricket; but you will probably be able to 


get a ‘‘ pair of spectacles ’’ for nothing. 
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THe New PAvace STeAMERS LimitED.—On Tuesday last the 
P.8. La Marguerite, in addition to having made her opening trips 
to Boulogne, commenced her season to Ostend and back in a day, 
This she did in remarkably good time, starting from Tilbury at 7-10, 
and arriving back at 9-30, having covered a distance of 280 miles in 
twelve hours after allowing her passengers two hours on shore at 


Ostend. A most enjoyable day was spent by the large number of 
passengers on board. La Marguerite will repeat this trip every 
Tuesday throughout the season, and special train will leave 


Fenchurch Street at 6-15 a.m. for Tilbury. 
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“On Things in Genera],” 


By Mr. “ Fun’s” WASHERWomay, 

















No soone. ’ave we nearly got over the 
B trubble than we’re inwolved in the ¢ 
trubbel. I ’opes we ain’t goin’ pretty | 
well through the alfabet! Things iy | 








Pekin make our ’eartg ake. The Kaiser 
will see that the murder of the German 
Minister is avenged. Altogether, Ching 
is in a state of madness, and the strait. 
jacket will ’ave to be a strong one if it ig 
to keep the yeller man from committin’ 
all sorts of krimes. 

Fire an’ water, enemies though they 
is, combined in New York to kreate a 
tale of ’orrer that ’as ’ad few ekals in our 
time. The werst part of the tale is that 
in wich it is sed that the captains an’ 
crews of some of the tugboats refused to 
rescue drownin’ people unless they was 
paid for it. It seems almost beyond | 
* beleaf that so-called civilised men could |} 
eae ip \ ee Gj act in sich a barbarous manner. If this | 

i i? he is “civilised man,” then give me the 
S11/// a ‘‘ untutored savage.” 
I} \ We’ve got somethink in our midst, 
BM] \" 3 TH) too, that don’t make me feel very kom- 
iy iM Ht Ress Seemmercnmaeeraa a Se 2 8 fortable, an’ that is the treatment of our 
Ne /4h> NYA! 21) ie doce a er if: sick an’ wounded in South Africa. Mr, | 
ais ett Burdett-Coutts ’as raised the questshun, | 
an’ weall want to know wot thearnser will 
be. As to blamin’ Roberts, it’s all bosh; 
so far as I can see the sick an’ wounded 
Dd was so many that it was imposserbel 

Mee YD LF 4 : hd, if GS SSO tocope withit. Ofcourse, if wilful neglect 
NENA HD is yf, | WN bgp SSS can be proved that’s another matter, 

By Some people seem to think that a big 
war is a sort of picnic, an’ kick up an | 
orful row if the salt or pepper is missin’. | 
There’s no doubt that arter the war 
‘‘there’ll be a lot to come out,” as the 
toper joyously sed when ’e tapped a 18- 
gallon cask. 

An airship in Germany ’as done a suck- 
cessful trip of 35 miles. An’, wonder of 
wonders, it ’as been entirely ‘made in 
Germany’! Let them go up in airships 
wot likes, but I ses, give me terror firmer, 
even if it is a bit boggy. It’s strange ’ow 
man is for ever worritin’ ’is branes to 
invent things that really seem opposed 
to nachur, to my idear. 

They ses that girls ain’t as  well- 
mannered as they used to be; per 
PAY! ' ; arnsers one pert an’ sharp, an’ thinks 
~~ Messrs. N. M. Rothschild and oe f a 1 ni K that they knows more than their parents. 
, that they have not received the l - F pantie 1olders of 5 per cent. Transvaal bonds of 1892 This is true, an’ it’s the same with boys. 
“ that they do not know where h ur gold consigned to them, to pay the interest now due, and The sauce of the Nile may be ’ard to 
o | ee ae - vw 1€ te t 1e gold now is, Doubtlessly it is detained on the road, and its diskover, but the sauce of the risin’ 

SECRBONNS, Which we suggest, will presently transpire. generation is apparent to everyone. 


AN DERSON’S 


CITY OF LONDON 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


i OF EVERY DESCRIPTION. 
rf CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 
ii r " SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 


” ” GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 


p 
f For imparting a Brilliant Polish : 
id . - TAN GLOSS, or olish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 


if 9 BROWN LEATHER wo min oots are 

t ” DRESSING, With either of these two articles, in wear 

4 . two . 
Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON’S g00ds, and be sure you det them. pike ss ieee 


Ss, SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON, E.C. 


























~ 
2S SSS 
> * 
“lesen 
SILL 








os 

Se 
.. abe 
ws 





























Ss " 
— a ~ 
= 





Ly SS 























= 
ee OE 














peace as 














